Share It With You 


Author: sweetparamania 


Bands: Foo Fighters 


Characters: Dave Grohl, Taylor Hawkins 


Relationships: N/A 
Rating: Non-adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Thu Dec 24 2015 19:09:42 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Share It With You 


Taylor's POV 
How could this happen? 


When Taylor had drummed for Alanis, he would occasionally hear comments about how lucky he was that he 
got to go out on stage and stare at her ass all night. He would laugh along but deny that he had any interest 
in her, which was true. Sometimes he would wonder why he never thought to look at her ass on stage, or why 
he had never really felt turned on by her. After all, there's something so sexy about musicians..the skills they 


have, the emotions they convey, the way he moves.. 
Shit. He. 


Truth be told, Taylor realized that what he didn't seek with Alanis, he was yearning for with Dave. He tried to 
generalize his feelings, convince himself that this could happen with anyone - but whenever he would try to 
rationalize his attraction, Dave was the only one in his mind. Taylor tried looking at his other band members in 
the same way to prove that it was just caused by performance adrenaline, but it wasn't the same (though 
Nate did have a really nice ass, he had to admit). It wasn't just Dave's ass he was fawning over, either - it 


was when Dave would run to the end of the stage, when he would throw his hands up in the air and the crowd 


would go wild, when he would lean over his guitar introspectively. 


The feelings didn't disappear when they left the stage, either. One night that particularly stood out in Taylor's 
mind was a night where they didn't even play a show. They were riding on their tour bus, Dave fast asleep on 
a bunk right above that of a restless Taylor. As Taylor willed himself to fall asleep, or even to grow a bit 
tired, he noticed Dave's arm drop over the edge of the top bunk and dangle in his sight. Though there was 
almost no light, Taylor could make out every crease of Dave's hand. Everything looked so vivid, Taylor had to 
wonder if he was seeing as well as he thought he was or if he had just memorized the look of Dave's hands 
that meticulously. He imagined holding that one hand in both of his own, tracing Dave's fingers lightly. He would 
lean down and kiss the tattoo on Dave's finger, smiling before looking up at his partner in crime. Taylor rolled 


over, shaking the thought. Fuck. /m in love with my best friend 


Things changed after that night. Taylor realized that even though he had been trying to shake the feelings for 
Dave, he wasn't doing enough. He had to distance himself from the man as much as possible - which was no 
easy feat when they were sharing a tour bus. He decided to take up biking, and would go for long rides 
whenever he had a free moment. He biked as far and as fast as he could, pedaling harder when thoughts of 
Dave would enter his mind. While this release wasn't exactly distracting him, it was tiring him out. He would 
occasionally stop for coffee to refuel, but that only made him think of his best friend's coffee addiction 
Looking around each coffee shop, Taylor couldn't help but slightly resent the couples that sat huddled together 
at tables, probably talking about nothing but still so lucky to be with the ones they love. 


The closest Taylor came to the interactions he observed between the couples happened one night on stage. 
Dave was entertaining the crowd between songs, and Taylor began to space out, trying not to focus on 


whatever charming or funny thing his best friend had come up with that night. 


"Tayloooor," Dave's voice snapped the drummer back to reality, "This one's for you. Its called Breakout." It was 
all Taylor could do to continue into the song instead of sitting there with his mouth agape, heart beating faster 
than after even the most grueling of drum sorgs. Sure, it was just a silly song about getting acne, but it was 
also about stressing out over a person Taylor was sure it was just a coincidence, and chided himself for even 
considering differently. Clearly, he needed to work harder to distance himself from these thought-provoking 


situations. 


While Taylor's sudden obsession with biking didn't send up any red flags, there were other behaviors that may 
have stood out. Taylor showed up later and later to rehearsals, and ran out as fast as he could when the guys 
were through. When the band would come offstage at night, Taylor wouldn't hang around for long before 
retiring to his bunk He desperately wanted to beat Dave to bed, so he could try to fall asleep before he would 
be kept awake by every movement, every breath elicited by the singer resting contentedly on the bunk above 
his own. It was one of those nights, where Taylor was just about to drift off, when he heard a door open and 
close. He was instantly awake, aware of Dave's presence even though he wasn't looking at him. He could hear 


Dave walking over, but instead of climbing the ladder to his own bunk, Dave sat down on the edge of Taylor's 


bed. 


"Hey." Dave coaxed, causing Taylor to sit up and face him. "Has..has everything been okay with you, man? 


You've been acting differently lately and I'm worried about you." 


Taylor swung his legs over the edge of the bed, positioning himself next to his best friend. "Yeah. Biking has 
just been feeling really good for me lately, and it must be tiring me out so I've been going to bed a little 


earlier." 


"Are you sure? If there's anything wrong, you know I'll always listen, T" Dave paused, looking down and trying 
to find the words. "I really care about you, you know that?" Taylor looked up at him, cocking his head, before 
Dave could add, "And so do Nate and Chris." 


"Yeah, l'm sure." 


"Alright" Dave stood up, placing his hand on Taylor's shoulder, "Just be sure to take care of yourself, okay?" 
Taylor nodded, and Dave turned to leave before he could see the slyest, most realizing of smiles creep across 
Taylor's face. Dave had been too defensive calling in mention of Nate and Chris, his touch had lingered just a 
bit too long. Taylor had already committed to going to bed for the night, but there was no way he would be 
able to sleep now - though his restlessness was for a different reason than it had been. It was time to have 


some fun. 


From that night on, Taylor had regained the usual spring in his step. While he still went for bike rides, they 
were less frequent and less stressful. He stopped showing up late to rehearsals, and was the first one to start 
banter between songs or crack jokes when they took breaks. After shows, he would be back on the tour bus, 
drinking and hollering until all hours of the morning. He was enjoying his new found revelation, but wanted to be 


sure he was right before making a move. 


It also didn't hurt to make Dave squirm a little, Taylor figured. The man rarely seemed vulnerable, and Taylor 
felt slightly proud to realize he might be one of those weaknesses. So, when Dave would hold the microphone 
during interviews and Taylor would have something to stay, he would opt to lean his head into Dave instead of 
taking the microphone himself. As he would finish his answers, he would look at Dave with a shy smile, and 
watch as Dave turned a pale shade of crimson. He'd be sitting nicely beside Dave one minute, and have him in a 
headlock the next. He'd run by after a shower and flick his towel at Dave - and through everything, he hoped 


Dave's heartbeat was speeding up the way his own was. 


In reality, as much as Taylor believed his feelings for Dave were reciprocated, he wasn't completely sure. How 
could he be, without actually making that first move? He was so worried that he had misjudged, that one slip 
up could make him look like a fool and destroy their friendship. However, Taylor also knew that if he never did 
anything, he would never know. Even worse, he could be forced to watch Dave slip away into another pair of 


arms. 


Taylor wasn't the best at dealing with the calmer things in life. It's not that he didn't enjoy peace and 


reflection, but he was afraid of facing something as delicate as probing the edge of a relationship between 
friends and lovers. He was laying on in his bunk one night, overthinking everything, when he was slightly jarred 
by the notice of Dave's hand slipping over the edge of the top bunk again. He briefly wondered if Dave had 
been doing this on purpose, but the sounds of the other man snoring told another story. Taylor began to think 
about how Dave moves a lot in his sleep, and imagined the feeling of lying beside him, skin brushing skin as 


Dave would squirm to find a new position. 

ust do it! 

And so Taylor did it. Tentatively, he extended his arm, stroking Dave's open palm. He felt the bunk shift slightly 
as the older man stirred, the snoring coming to a halt. Trying not to overthink things, Taylor reached out once 


more and intertwined his fingers with those of his best friend. 


A wave of relief rushed over him as he felt Dave's fingers curl around his hand, accepting the gesture. They 


remained in that position for what seemed like forever, until Dave spoke. 
"You know, your arm is gonna fall asleep." 


Taylor panicked, taking the other man's words as a sign that he may be feeling awkward, second guessing 


things. "Yeah, you're right, I'm sorry." The two let go of each other and Taylor rolled onto his back. 

"That's not what | meant. | just figured.maybe..you'd be more comfortable up here?" Dave's voice sounded low, 
husky but slightly shaky. Taylor smiled, quietly getting up and climbing the ladder to the top bunk He paused at 
the edge of the bed, taking in the sight of his best friend, and his smile grew even wider. A wave of shyness 
washing over him, Taylor glanced down and pushed his hair behind his ear. Dave reached out and took Taylor 


by the wrist, gently urging him to lay down. 


Foreheads pressed together, hands intertwined, the two lay together in silence for a while. As Taylor was 
about to fall asleep, Dave shimmied down in the bed and nuzzled his face into Taylor's chest. 


"What does this mean for us?" Dave asked, his voice barely a whisper. 
"| don't know. guess it means whatever we want it to mean. Let's worry about that later." 
"Okay." Dave replied, before adding, "I just.this isn't just for tonight, is it, T?" 


Taylor couldn't help but chuckle. "I sure hope not. | can't force you to feel a certain way, but | know where l'm 


at. l'm in love with you, D" Taylor couldn't believe his tongue, allowing such bold claims to fall from his mouth. 
"| love you too." 


Taylor kissed Dave's forehead before laying back on the pillow, sighing. There was still a lot they had to figure 
out - or was there? Nate and Chris had probably seen this coming, and even though Chris was fairly new to 


the band, Taylor got the feeling that he was getting pretty chummy with Nate. Taylor began to imagine double 
dates before he reminded himself to slow down and enjoy what he had right now - and, looking down at the 


man who had just fallen asleep in his arms, he knew he had a lot to enjoy. 


Dave's POV 


He remembered the moment he knew Taylor was going to be a problem. Not a problem in the way that he 
would constantly be bouncing off the walls or pulling pranks - Dave knew all that shit the moment he met the 
drummer. That was something that he expected, something that he knew he could reciprocate. Dave wasn't 
wrong either - it was a rare moment when he would find Taylor completely silent and still. What he hadnt 
expected was that he liked mellow Taylor just as much, if not more than, when he was super active. No, the 


energy wasn't the problem Dave recognized..the problem was the way he felt about Taylor. 


Dave had been walking down the hall after grabbing a quick bite of dinner. It was late evening, and he figured 
no one would really be around. However, he heard light, passionate strums of a guitar from a door at the end 
of the hall that had been left slightly ajar. The sound was beautiful, and he walked slowly towards it. Peeking 
through the door in the quietest way he knew how, Dave noticed Taylor seated on a folding chair, his back to 
the doorway. Dave watched silently, not wanting to disturb the other man or even make his presence known. He 
felt as if he were looking in on an intimate moment, and as he heard Taylor begin to sing quietly, something 
within him stirred. He longed to pace over to Taylor, to wrap his arms around the lithe drummer and softly 
kiss his cheek. He imagined nuzzling into his neck as the blonde continued to play, feeling the vibrations of his 
voice and the warmth of his skin. 


Instead, he slipped away back down the hall and out into the crisp night air, clutching at his pockets in search 


of a cigarette. 


After that evening, Dave looked for any excuse he could to be around Taylor - not that he didn't want to 
spend most of his time with the other man before then When they were on the tour bus together, he would 
wake up early to cook some of Taylor's favorite breakfast foods, knowing the smell would likely pull Taylor 
straight from his bunk. He'd mosey into the kitchenette, rubbing his eyes and displaying a wickedly adorable 
case of bed hair, and Dave would get to observe every moment. On warmer mornings Taylor would sport 
boxers, and on cooler days he wore pajama pants with childish prints, like monkeys. Dave wasn't sure which he 


liked more. 


However, at a certain point, Taylor started to pull away. It seemed very sudden to Dave but he didn't know 
what to do. He stared longingly after Taylor as he would ride away on his bike, or walk into their shared 
sleeping quarters. He was torn between giving Taylor the space it seemed he wanted and pushing interaction on 
the other man even more than usual. He decided to give the latter a chance one night while they were 
performing. 


"You know, we just recently made a music video for a song called Low," Dave quipped into the mic, which 
elicited wild cheering from the audience, "I know, | know, you crazy motherfuckers love that shit. MTV doesn't 


seem to feel the same, though." He pretended to get choked up, offended at the fact that a network had 
deemed his video too ‘racy’. "We do have other, fully clothed videos, like the one for this next song - but 
before we play it, I'd like to dedicate it to a very special someone in my life. Oh Tayloooor,” the crowd began to 
scream at the mention of the drummer, "This one's for you. It's called Breakout." Mustering up his courage, 


Dave turned and serenaded Taylor with the first few lines. 


"You make me dizzy, running circles in my head, one of these days I'll chase you down And oh, how he meant 


it. 


However, after that evening, it was even harder to catch a moment of time with Taylor. It seemed the man 
was always running off somewhere, or turning in early. Concerned that something may be wrong with his best 


friend, he decided to go speak to him on one of the nights that he headed to bed early. 


He walked into the bedroom quietly, so as not to disturb the other man if he had already fallen asleep. Though 
Taylor was silent, Dave knew him well enough to know that he was awake. He walked over and took a seat on 


the edge of Taylor's bed. 


"Hey." Dave coaxed, causing Taylor to sit up and face him. "Has..has everything been okay with you, man? 
You've been acting differently lately and I'm worried about you." He watched intently as Taylor leaned up and 
adjusted himself to sit as well 


"Yeah. Biking has just been feeling really good for me lately, and it must be tiring me out so I've been going to 


bed a little earlier." 


While he knew some of what Taylor said may be true, Dave wasn't really buying it. Taylor wasn't one to spend 
that much time alone, and the moments he had seen Taylor without energy were few and far between. "Are 
you sure? If there's anything wrong, you know I'll always listen, T" Dave paused, looking down and trying to find 
the words. "I really care about you, you know that?" Taylor looked up at him, and Dave panicked. Had he 
crossed a line? He quickly added, "And so do Nate and Chris." 


"Yeah, l'm sure." 


"Alright" Dave stood up, placing his hand on Taylor's shoulder. He could feel the taught muscles, toned from 
years of drumming. He savored the contact - something he hadn't had much of from Taylor as of late. "Just 
be sure to take care of yourself, okay?" He watched as his best friend nodded before turning to leave, his 


face growing red and hot. 


Taylor seemed to perk up after that night, but Dave was more uncomfortable than ever. He felt as if he had 
showed a new level of vulnerability to Taylor, and it was something he hadn't planned on. Allowing himself to be 
that exposed made him want to crawl into the comfort of Taylor's arms..but alas, Taylor probably didn't feel 
the same. Dave resolved to get over Taylor, but it was becoming harder and harder with Taylor back to his 
usual self. Dave felt himself blush whenever Taylor would flirt with him - and it seemed Taylor was flirting 


with him more than usual. However, Dave reasoned that he was just noticing the behavior more now that he 


had been craving it more than ever. With Taylor more upbeat than ever, Dave grew increasingly tired - both 


from the activity and his feelings. 


Dave was dreaming. He imagined himself running down a pebbled path, falling into a green couch at the end. The 


couch felt soft to his touch, comforting..and very realistic beneath one of his hands. 


He awoke slowly, just in time to feel fingers lace with his own. Instinctively, he curled his fingers to hold the 
hand of the man beneath him. It took Dave a few minutes for his mind to catch up with what was going on, 
but physically he knew that everything was just right. After a while, though, Dave figured Taylor's arm must 
be tired from being held up. That, and he worried that Taylor was getting bored of holding his hand. 


ou know, your arm is gonna fall asleep," Dave offered as an escape for Taylor. 
"You know, y gonna fall asleep," Dave offered pe for Tayl 


"Yeah, you're right, I'm sorry.” Dave could tell from Taylor's choice of words that his confidence may have 


been hurt. Fuck! Dave had wanted this for so long, he had to think of something to calm the blonde down. 


"That's not what | meant. | just figured.maybe..you'd be more comfortable up here?" He felt his voice shake, 
worried he was pushing things too far. He wasn't inviting Taylor up to have sex, but rather just so he could 
see the drummer's beautiful, angelic face and possibly get to hold him in his arms. It seemed like an eternity 
before he heard the familiar creaking of the ladder up to the top bunk. Dave was rewarded with the sight of 
his best friend, smiling and perched over his bed. He couldn't help himself - he reached out and gently wrapped 
his hand around Taylor's wrist, pulling him down to lie together. 


Dave was sure to take in every scent, every movement, every sound elicited from his partner in crime. 
Though Taylor's breathing was even, Dave could tell his heart was beating quickly. He slid his head down to 
Taylor's chest to listen closer to the rapid rhythm. 


As content as he was, Dave was not without questions. He knew he wanted to be with Taylor, but was unsure 
of what Taylor had in mind for their future. With as much courage as he could muster, Dave muttered, "What 
does this mean for us?" 


"| don't know. guess it means whatever we want it to mean. Let's worry about that later." 


"Okay." Dave replied, willing himself to let it go. However, he had seen the cliche movies where ‘worrying about 


it later‘ meant later would never come. "I just.this isn't just for tonight, is it, T?" 
| sure hope not. | can't force you to feel a certain way, but | know where l'm at," Dave's breath caught in his 
throat, anxious to hear what would come next. He didn't have to fret long before Taylor finished, "I'm in love 


with you, D." 


"| love you too." And with that, he felt Taylor's soft lips press gently to his forehead. His uncertainty finally 


settled, Dave slipped off into a blissful sleep, squirming less than usual to ensure the blonde never left his 


arms. 


